
roit thi: cuiLiiJivx. Tin: iioisi:iiolispoke a single word, but her teeth set
and her lips and face went white and
cold ns clay, and ever since that day
she lias been so strange in her ways
that some think she's not right at all,

er, in plain linen and holland, orna-
mented with perpendicular strips of
the material, vandyked at the edges
and slashed at intervals dow n the cen-
tre, to thread in and out a bright-colore- d

ribbon. Lining is essential, lmth
for strength and set, except with a par-
ticularly stout material the backings
usually employed are unbleached calico
and what is known to upholsterers as
longcloth lining.

Sofa-cover- s, though of larger propit-
ious, follow the foregoing rules. They
include also the squab, pillow, and
sometimes bolster cases. The squab
case is simple enough to. cut out, but
requires particular neatness of execu

31 r. Seymour's Sentiments.

The Xew York Times devotes over
thirteen columns to a kindly review of
the career of its old political adversary

Seymour, who has now
permanently retired from public life.
Such tributes to iolltical opponents do
much to soften the asperity of partizan-shi- p

and are all too rare. Whatever may
be thought of the retired political lead-
er and his career, there can be but one
opinion of the following just and hu-
mane sentiments to which he gives
utterance:

"And during all these years and
through all these struggles, have you
had any one aim or end in view?" 1

asked the Governor when he had fin-

ished the recital. His ready resionse
was :

"Yes; yes indeed, and if you like, I
will tell you just what it has been."

"I should like very much to hear,"
was, of course, my reply, and he went
on:

"I have aimed to take an interest in
everything in this world with which I
had a right to concern myself. Dur-
ing a long life I have learned that
people who have the happiest and
healthiest minds take an active part in
everything which concerns their com-

munity, their State or the country at
large. A proper interest and sympa-
thy for others gives men vigorous
minds and a broad view, while selfish
views tend to contract even great in-

tellects. A thoroughly selfish man
must in the end, be a thoroughly un-

happy one.
"The study of men has taught me

Oh, how I loved it nobody knows!
I decked Heath morn with the myrtle-ros-

With "forgct-me-no- t" at night.
My lover they slew, and they tore my lamb

From Moina.
They piercod the heart's core of poor Moina!

As the last words fell from her
tremulous lips, and the echoes of the
sweet voice faded far away across the
sea the boar gliding gently on ran her
bow into the sand, and I, leaping out,
came suddenly face to face with the
loveliest vision I have ever beheld.

"Is It a mermaid ?" I asked myself
again, for surely I thought no human
being could bo half so lovely.

1 haw a pale, madonna-lik- e face, set
in a wreath of golden hair, on which
the moonlight brightened and darkened
like the shadows on a wind-swe- sea.
Largo ; lustrous eyes which gazed ear-

nestly seaward, then filled with a
strange, wandering far-of- f look as thev
turned to my face. A young girl clad
in a peasant's dress with her bare feet
washed reverently by the sighing sea;
her half parted Hps kissed by the breeze
which travelled slowly shoreward; her
ehetks and neck were pale as alabaster
so were the little hands which were
still clasped half nervously behind her;
and as she stood, with her eyes wander-
ing restlessly first to my face, then to
the dim line of the horizon, the moon,
brightening with sudden splendor,
wrapt her from head to foot in a man-
tle of shimmering snow.

Tor a moment she stood gazing with
a far-awa- y look into my face then
with a sigh she turned away, and with
her face still turned ocean ward, her
hands still clasped behind her, wand-
ered slowly along the moonlit sands.

As she went, fading like a spirit
among the shadows, I heard again the
low, sweet sound of the plaintive voice
which had come tome across the ocean
but soon it grew fainter and fainter,
until only the echoes were heard.

1 turned to my boatman, who now
stood waiting for me to depart.

"Well, Shawn, is it a mermaid i" 1

asked smiling.
lie gravely s'.ook his head.
"Xo, yer honor; 'tis only a poor col- -

Nothing New.

From the dawn of Spring till the year grow
boary, ,

Nothing ia new that is done or aaid;
The leavea axe telling the name old atory ;

Budding bursting dying dead.
And ever and alway the birds' chorus,

la: "Coming buildiug Hying tied."

Never the round Earth roams or range
Oat of her circuit, ao old, ao old j

Andtheamile of the ann known but these
change:

' learning burning teuder eold,
Aa the Springtime softens or winter estranges

The mighty heart of tbia orb ot gold.
From our great sire's birth to the lat morn'a

breaking,
There were tempest aud sunshine, fruit and

frost.
And the sea waa calm, or the aia was shaking

1U mighty mane like a lion crowned;
And ever thi ery the heart wan making,

. "Longing loring lotting lout."

Forever the wild wind wander, crying,
Southerly Easterly North aud West;

And one worn aong the fields are sighing
"8oing growing harvest rout."

And the tired thought of the world, replying,
Like an echo to what in last and blent,
Murraura "Heat!"

Selected,

Xo Time liiko the old Time.

BY OMVftR WENDELL HOLMES.

There i no time like the old time, when you
and 1 were young.

When the bud of April blossomed and bird
of Spring-tim- e aung!

The garden' brightest glories by Summer suu
are nursed;

But. O! the aweet, sweet violet, the flower
that opened first!

There i no place like the old place, where you
and 1 were born,

Where we lifted up our eyelids on the splend-
or of the mora!

From the milk-whit- e breast that warmed us;
from the clinging srms that bore,

Where the dear eyes glistened o'er us that will
look on u no more.

There is no friend like the old friend, who has
shared our morning days!

No greeting like his wclcsine n homage liki
his praise!

Fame ia the scentless flower, w ith gundy crown
of gold;

But friendship is the breathing rose, with
sweets in every fold.

There is no love like the old, that we courted
in our pride;

Though our leaves are falling, falling, aud
we re fading side by side,

There are blossoms all around us w ith' the col-
ors of the dawn.

And we live in borrowed sunshine when the
light of day is gone.

There are no times like the old times they
shall never be forgot!

Tbere is no place like the old place keep green
the dear old spot!

There are no friends like the old friends may
L'etvcn prolong their lives!

Meadow Talk.
A bumble be, as gold.

Hat perched on a top.
When a grasshopper, wiry and old.

Came along with a skiit and n Lop.
"Good-morrow- cried h "Mr. Dumhle lice!
l ou seem to have come to a stop.

"We people thut work."
tfaid the bee with a jerk,

''Find a benefit sometimes in stopping;
Only insects like you,
Who have nothing to do,

Can keep up a erpetual hopping."
The grashhopper paused on his way,

And thoughtfully hunched up his knees;
"Why trouble this sunshiny day,"

(Juoth he, "with reflections like thesn?
I follow the trade for which I was made;

We all can't be wise bumble bees.

"There's a time to be sad,
And a time to be glad;

A time both for working and stopping;
For men to make money,
For you to make honey,

And for me to do nothing but bopping."
Ht. Nicholas.

The Fly Family.
Well, this fly, of course, had a moth-cr-fiy- ,

and she laid a lot of very small
shiny, brownish-whit- e eggs, and when
each one of these little eggs hatched,
there came out a funny little yellowish-whit- e

maggot, not very active but very,
very hungry. The appetite that hese
little fellows have is something really
wonderful, and this it is that helps
them to be of such good use to man.
For wile they are maggots they live
around the barns, and eat up old de-

caying material that is filling the air
with oisonous gases which might
bring sickness to a great many of us.
One little maggot could not eat very
much of course ; but there are so many of
them, that what they all eat amounts
to a great many hundred wagon-load- s

every year. This is the good work
that the fly spoke of when he said that
he had done a great deal for us before
he became a fly; and you see he was
right. After the little maggot has eat-
en all he can and has grown all he can,
he is about a third of an inch long.
He then becomes shorter and stouter,
stops eating, remains quiet, and in a
few days changes into a small, dark
l eddish-brow- n chrvsalis, about a quar
ter of an inch long. He only lives
from eight to fourteen days a chrysalis,
and then, some bright morning, the
skin cracks all along tne back, and out
conies Mr. Fly. He is a little stiff and
lazy at first; he comes out drowsily,
stretching his legs, and slowly waving
his wings, after his long sleep of nearly
two weeks. But the warm sunlight
soon takes the cramp out of all his
joints, and, spreading his wings, he
takes his first llight. St Niihohm.

ffohnny (ireen'M ttxpcriment.
Little John Green of Louisville, Ky.,

having heard how once upon a time
Benjamin Franklin experimented with
a kite, resolved to do something in that
line himself. His idea was to test the
relative strength of his kite and his pet
pigeon, with the design of basing some
grand invention upon the result. So
lie took kite and pigeon, and wended
his way to the nearest common several
days ago. He ran the kite up to the
limit of 'JOO yards of cord, the wind
blowing a stiff breeze from the north-
west the while. Then taking the
pigeon from the basket, he tied the
bird by the leg to the end of the kite-strin- g

which he had held in his hand.
The pigeon, feeling half free, flew
towards home, which was directly
against the wind. The resistance of the
kite caused his flight to tend upward,
and, in turn, the efforts of his w ings
caused th kite to sail higher in the
air. For a wliile the bird seemed to
have the best of the struggle, making
slow progress for at least a square, but
in spite of all efforts to take a direct
course, flying higher and higher. Af-
ter the bird had reached an atitude of
perhaps 100 feet, tho kite beng about
100 feet higher still, it was plain that
the latter had greatlv the advantage.
It was flesh, blood and feathers against
the untiring winds. Unable to con-
tinue the strain, the pigeon changed
his course to one side, thus slackening
the string and causing the kite to fall,
slanting from side to side in a helpless
sort of way. But feeling free again,
the pigeon once more made a break for
home, when, the string being pulled
taut, the kite, with a spring, glancing
in the sun a thing of life, rose rapidly
and gracefuUy from its former level.
Soon both bird and kUe became mere
specks, and at last, vanishing in the
southwestern sky, left Johnny to weep
over his unexpected loss. Xcxt morn-
ing, when the little fellow went to look
in his empty cote, there stood the
pigeon, nodding his head in pride. It
had broken from the kite, a piece of the
string still hanging to its leg.

Johnny's Rssay on Crocodile.
Mister Jonnice, wich has got the

wuden leg, saystheres a dile wich was
a sho, and it vas in a pond. Mr. Jon-
nice lie set onThe edge of the pond a
watching the dile swim, but the keper
he sed, the keper did: "Beter look out
foryure legs, sir, this ere dile is power-li- e

fond of legs, and he don't get men-n- y

here, pore fellow."
So Mister Jonnico he tuke off his

wuden leg and hid it, and wen the
keper cum round agin Mister Jonnice
he sed: "You was rite about that
dile."

The keper he looked and was aston-
ish, and he sed: "Shant I run for a
doctor?"

Then Mister Jonnice he thot a wile
and bime by he sed: "Xo, I don't
think I wude, not for a wile yet, enny
how. Diles is use to overeatin' their-sclfs- ."

The keper he sed: "You are the
coolest man, wots left of you, which I
have ever saw."

Mister Jonnice he sed: "Wei, I

have all ways went on the principle its
no use cry in foryure leg off, but Ide
benighted blighed to you for a drink
of whisky."

Wen the keper had brot it, Mister
Jonnice put on his wuden leg agin,
and wits a standing up lookin at the
dile, and the keper he was astonisher
than ever, patickler wen Mister Jon-
nice sed he had ben standing there a
our and had never seen him before.

One time there was a rinosy rose
met a cammle, and it said, the rinosy
rose did: "If I had sech a xcresence
on rny back like thatn of yourn Ide hav
a operation prformed."

The cammle it sed: "Taint veiy
prety, thats a fack, but seems to me
yuro nose isn't jest the kind wich ot to
be turned i:p at xcresences."

:id you observe the Vljurth?'
f iflg

A Chapter on IIoiiMt kt c ping.
UV l l.OKKNK ll. IUUNF.Y,

Houskeeping is administration on a
small scale. Jt includes the capacity
for managing children and servants,
and of exercising economy if necessa-
ry. Yet a girl is not cenerally given
any preparation for the life of a house-keepe- r,

though it may be cheerfully
conceded by her parents that such will
probably bo her destiny, The average
school course contains nothing that
will fit her to be the head of a house-
hold, with its complex duties and re-

quirements. There is much of the
Dower in a home in knuu'lnir Imw i,
cook, ur in iiireci oiuers now it snail
bedone If thedinneris a failure the
music of the piano will not bring
soothing to the mind of the husband.
He will find his wife's sweetest strains
but discord, while tho recollection of
tho overdone or underdone joint and
heavy bread Is fresh in his recollection.

It appears to me. that the surest
method of sowing broadcast good
housekeepers through the land, is to
let the girls of each household assume
in turn the resjionsibilities of the
housekeeping. Let them have in suc-
cession, a month at a time, charge of
the cooking, the chamber work, the
mending, and under proper supervis-
ion the buying for tho family. There
will be no mistake about their knowl
edge then. They vv ill have learned
everything from experience, and, as
we all know, experience is a very com
petent teacher Let us suffer for a
mistake and we do not repeat it. The
judgment and discrimination will be
well developed bv such training, and
though the girls may turn up their
pretty noses at this plan, they will live
to thank "Mother for the wisdom
which dictated the course.

Mothers may argue that it is easier
to do the work themselves than to
teach their young daughters how to
do it. But if they reflect for a moment
they will see that it is selfish and cruel
to allow children to grjw up in igno
rance of the grave duties which the
future assuredly holds for them.

What wonder that the young bride,
who in her days of girlhood never
bought a piece of meat nor saw the in-

side of a market, should on beginning
housekeeping for herself make many
lamentable mistakes, which are so ex-

pensive as frequently to decide the
husband to board? How is she, never
having been taught, to know good
Hour from bad, poor sugar from tine,
tender meat from tough, or what the
price should be for each article? Is it
any wonder that she is cheated on
every hand and is ever at the bottom
of her purse? She of course goes to
"Mother" if she can with her
troubles, but it is too late for the
mother to render much aid. The
voung housekeeper must learn by ex- -

perience, which is very dearly bought
sometimes.

Trouble and failure of this sort are
apt to cast a shadow over the married
life ot the young couple. Men take it
for granted that their wives know
how to manage a household, and they
can make no excuse for failures, par-
ticularly if it affects their pockets
very seriously. The yo.ing wife, ac-

customed all her life to be considered
and petted, thinks her husband posi-
tively brutal when he finds fault, and
tears and reproaches only make mat-
ters worse, and the shadow oyer the
household grows very dark indeed.
Ah! the first year or two of married
life, before experience has put things
straight, may be very dark for both
husband and wife if the girlhood of
the latter has not been spent under a
judicious mother, who has had an eye
to the future of her daughters and
acted accordingly.

I know a young lady who, on first
attempting housekeeping, undertook to
roast a pair of chickens, attending to
their cleaning and singeing herself.
They came to the table a beautiful
delicate brown, and she looked proudly
at her husband, expecting his commen-
dation. He waited, however, to test
the fowls before praising the cooking,
and it is as well that he did so, for at
the first cut he made, corn went flying
all over the table. She Had forgotten to
take out the crop. In fact, had not
known that chickens had crops.

Economy in cooking does not con-
sist, in the use of very little of what
are called the necessaries, but rather in
getting up even the simplest dishes in
such a manner as not only to taste but
to look well. Some housekeepers pos-
sess this faculty in a remarkable de-

gree. Others are totally without it.
And there is, too often, waste which
might be avoided by exercising a little
forethought and care. Meat is thrown
aside which might be hashed; the flour
is sifted in a wasteful manner; soap
is left in water to dissolved: sugar is
spilled from the barrel; apples decay
for want of looking over; pie-crus- jt is
left to sour; bones, good for soap, are
thrown away; pieces of bread go into
the swill bucket, and a hundred such
little ways is the substance of the
household M asted. The importance of
economy in small matters is too little
considered. It is seldom that the wife
can in any other way help her husband,
and it is her duty to lighten his load
by exercising economy, if economy Is
any consideration to him. American
Cnltirator,

Home FphotMer.v.
Chair-cover- s, like crundHcloLhs, serve

two ends preserve the freshness of
new furniture, or conceal the shabbi-nes- s

of old. In either case they form
an important feature of the apartment,
and therefore merit a careful selection.
For lightness and delicacy, preference
is given, in washing fabrics, to tiny-flower-

patterns on white and pale
gray grounds, or hollands and linens
2 rded with scarlet and blue twill.
These, however, soil too rapidly for
general use, and it is more advisable to
choose foliage designs or sprays on
dark green, red and blue grounds. The
two latter are the most perfectly in-

grain. Green, as a rule, turns yellow
after the first wash.

For easy or wicker chairs, it is usual
to make a loose cover or slip, which
passes completely over the chair; but
smaller ones require merely a covering
for the stuffed seat. There are three
kinds of hxwe covers. A sort of chair-shape-d

bag, an improved substitute
(or the dusting sheet; the more closely-fittin- g

cover, fastened at the back or
side; and a similar one which drois
right over and is adjusted by tape
strings, the latter being almost exclu-
sively reserved for cano and wicker
chairs. The best materials for these
include cretonne, chintz, poplin, linen,
drill, holland, crumb-clot- h, crash, etc.
Occasionally covers are more or less
plalnirntplv nilnrnpil with pmhrniilorv
ither bands, medallions, bouquets, etc.,

On moonlight nights she creeps out ol
the house nnd walks by the sea singing
them strange old songs; then &hm
looks out as if expecting him to come
to her and right or wrong she'll never
look at another man 1"

As Shawn finished, the hall clock
chimed five; the last (spark had faded
from my cigar, tho turf fell low in the
grate; so I went to bed to think over
the story alone.

During the three days which fol-

lowed this midnight adventure, Stor-lor- t
was visited by a deluge of rain,

but on tho fourth morning I looked
from my window to find the earth bask-

ing in summer sunshine. The sky was
a vault of throbbing blue, flecked here
and there with waves of summer
cloud, the stretches of sand grew
golden in the sun rays, while the satu-
rated hills were bright as if from the
smiling of tho sky. The sight revivi-
fied me, and as soon as my breakfast
was over I whistled up my4 dogs and
strolled out into the air.

How bright and beautiful everything
looked after the heavy rain! The
ground was spongy to the tread; the
dew still lay heavily upon the heather
and long grass ; but the sun seemed to
be sucking up the moisture from the
bog. Everybody seemed to be out that
day ; and most people were busy. Old
men drove heavily laden donkeys along
the muddy road; young girls carried
their creels of turf across the bog; and
by the roadside, close to where 1 stood,
the turf cutters were busy.

I stood for a while watching them at
their work, and when I turned to go I
saw for the first time that I had not
been alone. Xot many yards from me
stood a figure watching the turf cut-

ters, too.
A young man dressed like a gro-

tesque figure for a pantomime; with
high boots, felt hat cocked rakishly
over one eye, and a vest composed ot
all the colors of the rainbow. His big
brown fingers were profusely bedecked
with brass and steel rings, a massive
brass chain swung from his waistcoat,
and an equally showy pin adorned the
scarf at his throat. When the turf-cutter- s,

pausing suddenly in their work,
gazed at him with wonder in their
eyes, he gave a peculiar smile and ask-
ed with a strong Yankee accent if
they could tell him where one Xorah
O'Connell lived ;he was a stranger liere
and brought her news from the States!
In a moment a dozen fingers were out-

stretched to point him on, and the
stranger, again smiling strangely to
himself, swaggered away. I stood for
a time and watched him go, then 1 too
sauntered on. I turned off from the
road, crossed the bog, and made direct
for the sea-shor- e.

1 had been walking there for some
quarter of an hour, when suddenly a
huge shadow was flung across my
path, and looking up I again beheld
the stranger. His hat was pushed
back now, and I saw for the first time
that his face was handsome. His
cheeks were bronzed and weather-beate- n,

but his features were finely formed,
and on his head clustered a macs of
curling chestnut hair. He was flushed
as if with excitement; he cast me a
hurried glance and disappeared.

Five minutes after, as I still stood
wondering at the strange behavior of
the man, my ears were greeted with a
shriek which pierced my very heart.
Hunningin the direction whence the
sound proceeded, I reached the top of
a neighboring sand-hill.an- d gazing into
the valley below me I again beheld
the stranger. This time his head was
bare his arms were outstretched, and
he held upon his breast the half-faintin- g

form of a lovely girl whom I had
last beheld in the moonlight. While 1

stood hesitating as to the utility of de-

scending. I saw the girl gently with-
draw from his arms, then clasping her
hands around his neck, fell sobbing
on his breast.

"Well, Shawr, what's the news?" I
asked that night when Shawn rushed
excitedly into my room. For a time
he could tell me nothing, but by dint
of a few well applied questions I soon
extracted from him the whole story.
It amounted to this: that working for
two years like a galley-slav- e in the
black pits of Pennsylvania, with noth-
ing but the thought of Xorah to help
him on. Miles Doughty found himself
with enough money to warrant his
coining home; that he was about to re-

turn to Storport, when unfortunately,
the day before his intended departure,
a shaft in the coal-pi- t fell upon him
and he was left for dead; that for
many months he lay ill, but as soon
as he was fit to travel he started for
home. Arrived at Storport, he was as-
tonished to find that no one knew him
and he was about to pass himself off
as a friend of his own, when the news
of his reported death and Xorah's sor-
row so shocked him that he determined
to make himself known at once.

"And God help the villain that told
Iter he was married," concluded Shawn,
"for he swears he'll kill li m as soon as
Xorah (Iod bless her! comes out '
the fever that she's in

Just three months after that night
I found myself sitting in the hut
where Xorah O'Connell dwelt. The
cabin was illuminated so brightly that
it looked like a spot of fire upon the
bog. The rooms in the house were
crowded, and without dark figures
gathered as thick as bees in swarming
time. Miles Doughty, clad rather less
gaudily than when I first beheld him,
moved amidst the throng with bottle
and jrlass, pausing now and again to
look affectionately at Xorah, who, dec-
orated with bridal flowers, was danc-
ing with one of the straw men who
had coine to do honor at her marriage
feast. When the dance was ended she
came over and stood beside me.

"Xorah," I whispered, "do you re-

member that night when I heard you
singing songs upon the sands?"

Her face flashed brightly upon me,
then it grew grave then her eyes
filled with tears.

"My dear," I added. "I never meant
topainvou. I only want you to sing
a sequel to those songs

She laughed lightly, then she spoke
rapidly in Iiish. and merrily sang the
well-know- n lines

"Oli the niarrlape, the marriage,
With love and me bouchal for me.

The ladies that ride In a carriage
Might wiry my marriage to me."

Then she was laughingly carried off
to join in another dance.

I joined in the fun till midnight.then,
though the merriment was still at its
height, I quietly left the house and
hastened home. As I left the cabin I
stumbled across a figure which was
hiding behind a turf-stac- Hy the
light of my burning turf I rrc nizc )

the features of Owen M i:
slunk away when C

never since that nii'
in Storport. V

tion in order that the joining of the
breadths may leave no ugly line. The
arrangement of the pattern too, is all
important; it should match so exactly
mat each strip or trail on the valance
meets unbrokenly the corresponding
one on the border, and continues thence
oil the upper side of the squab and sofa
back. One side of the squab case is
left open to admit the squab, and after-
ward watly felled, tied or buttoned.
Fcrthe latter, turn down a broad hem
on the overlapping side, run a strip on
the under side, and place the buttons
and button-hole- s, as already explained
in chair-cover- s.

Seat-coverin- take on the average
about three-quarte- rs of a yard of thirty-six-inc- h

material. Procure an exact
pattern of the shape, chalk it, and cut
it out on the chintz, silk or damask,
with quarter-inc- h turnings Measure
olf a border, which, with a narrow hem
shall reach just to the edge of the
woodwork frame. Stitch to the seat
with or without cording, nick out for
the back legs, and take the slits. Curve
out spaces for the front legs, and fasten
the cover to the chair by strings tied
underneath at the legs. In another
plan the border projects an inch be-

yond the chair frame, and a tape, run
through the hem, is tied round one of
the back legs. Sometimes a fancy chair
will display, at the back, a kind of
stuffed medallion in needle-wor- yelvet
silk, etc. A handy mode of covering
this is to cut out a round in chint.etc,
rather wider than the ornament in cir-
cumference, and through the hem in-

sert a tape. Trim the edge with a
goffered niching, place the chintz over
the medallion, draw up the tape and
conceal the lie by a bow or rosette.
For convenience the chintz is often
merely tacked beneath the niching.
The same plan is adopted for elbow
coverings. Art Amateur.

The Secret of Beauty
The secret of beauty is health.. Those

who desire to be beautiful should
do all they can to restore their health
if they have lost it, or to keep it if they
have it yet. Xo one can lay down specif-
ic rules for other people in these mat-
ters. The work which one may do, the
rest he must take, his baths his diet,his
exercise are matters of indivual consid-
eration , lilt they must be carefully
thought of and never neglected. As a
rule.when a person feels well he looks
well.and when he looks bad he feels bad
as a general thing. There are times
when one co'ild guess, without looking
in the glass, that his eyes were dull and
skin was mottled. This is r.ot a case
for something in a pretty bottle from
the perfumer's, or for the lotion that
the circulars praise so highly. To
haven fresh complexion and bright
eyes,. even to have white hands and a
graceful figure, you must be well.
Health and the happiness that usually
conies with it are the true secrets 'of
beauty. (Jxartei hj Recietv.

Trifles.

Aprowed thing A ship.
Opinions are still cut bias.
Breeches of trust Unpaid for pants.
The corn-field- s have a grew-som- e

look.

Happiness is a star, enjoyment a
sky-rocke- t.

l'eople call you deer when they would
fawn upon you.

Chicago policemen get &l a day.
Xo clubbing rates.

There is some sense, of course, in a
blacksmith's striking for wages.

There is a great many people who
will never go to heaven unless they can
go at excursion rates.

Why ought women to be grateful to
the letter S? Answer Because it
makes needles needless.

It was a wise and cunning Jew who
said, "I tell you vat it ish, I buys my
experience fresh every day."

'Tis passing strange that amid all
the mistakes of the world nobody ever
passed a quarter for twenty-cen- t
piece.

Peru has found a way to protect her
money from being counterfeited. She
has made it worth less than the blank
paper.

The Boston Tranm'pt saysthemost
popular bathing costume in France this
year is an umbrella. How is it ad-

justed?
The baby who puts his toes in his

mouth is almost the only person w ho
in these hard times manages to make
both ends meet.

"There is no rule without an excep
tion, my son." "Oh, isn't there, pa?
A man must always be present when
he is being shaved."

"I had no time to stuff the chicken,'
apologized a landlady to her boarders.
"X'ever mind, madam, it's tough enough
as it is," replied one of them.

A miss of seventeen Sum-
mers has concluded to marry a big man
for her first husband, and a little one
for the second, so that she can cut the
clothes of the first down, ami make
them over to his successor.

"Do you mean to say you have ever
seen a smaller man?" said the friend;
and he soon had his answer. "My dear
fellow, I know a man so small that If
he has a pain he can't tell whether he
has a sore throat or a stomacluiche."

Madame Denis, Voltaire's niece, who
was one day modestly deprecating
praises for her acting in Zaire, said,
"One ought to be young and beautiful
for that. "Ah! madame, replied her

g flatterer, "you have
proved the contrary."

In a current magazine story the
heroine says to the hero,"choose,IIenry,
between me and the wine cup." A
most sensible request, young woman.
A man who doesn t believe that a miss
is as good as smile and a thousand
times better, don't deserve to win her.

Slightly Doubtful Compliment.
Actor (who has appeared in the first,
piece): "Good evening. May I take"
the seat next you?" Lady: "Certain-

ly; but don't you appear any more to
night?" Actor: "Xo." Ladv: "Oh,

still another great truth. It is that,
while their conditions as to wealth,
the character of their homes and sur-
roundings are very different, the vari-
ety of worlds they live In is still more
varied. Money may fix the character
of a man's house, but only intelligence
and culture can give beauty and in-

terest to the sphere or world in which
he passes his life. Every single ob-

ject on this earth is of value to those
who know its character, its history,
and its use, while those who are igno-
rant of these things take no interest
even in the choicest productions of na-
ture. To one man the heavens are
filled with great systems of mighty
worlds. To another the skies are sim
ply so much blue space dotted with
bright, but to them meaningless points
of light. To one the earth is an exhaust-'es- s

museum, giving endless subjects
for studv, thought, and happiness; to
another it is simply a clod in which to
g: ow potatoes and cabbages.

Appreciating and acting on these
familiar truths, I decided at an early
age to take an active interest in every-
thing that conceined the general wel-

fare, anil, above all, to keep my mind
vigorous and sympathetic. I determin-
ed to know something, no matter how
little, regarding every object or subject
which came under my notice. I did
not seek to be learned in a high degree
with regard to any of these things, but
1 did seek from my own labor and
the labors of others to gain a reasona-
bly clear conception of the progress of
science and the ends it has gained. I
believed that by doing so, while life
lasted, no matter what change of
health or fortune came.I would be able
to find some subject, or object in the
world by which I might be interested
and rendered content."

Referring to his last conversation
with Mr. Marcy.Gov. Seymour said!
"That last interview with the good,
great man who had been my life-lon- g

iriend impressed mo deeply. 1 then
made up my mind that no man should
c'leat himself out of the repose of his
old age. In his last days, if his life
had not been a barren one, it seemed
to me that every man should have
much to think of, that he should de-

vote himself to such thought and to
such usefulness in his private circle as
he might be fitted for. It is for these
reasons that I have determined not to
accept public station."

Fechter am a. Farmer.
About four years ago Fechter pur-

chased a farm near
(Juakerstown, Fa., and went to live
there with his wife, we Lizzie Price,
herself an actress. His experience in
the agricultural line .was not marked
with that brilliant success which for
a quarter of a century before attended
his career on the stage.

The fields of his new farm were di-

vided by a neat snake-fenc- e, "stake and
rider" they call it there, and a similar
barrier was at the limit of his new do-

main.
"Ah!" said Fechter, "people are slow

and stupid. In England and France a
gentleman farms. Take away those
fences."

"What, the line fence, too?"
"Yes, sirrah; and now."
Hut the hired man, equally concerned

with the new owner in the tine fence
on one side and another man who stood
in the same relation on the other side,
said no very sternly no, although they
were willing Fetcher should put a
board fence in the stead of the old one.
Down came the partition fences, how-
ever, and orchard and garden, wheat-fiel- d

and cornfield, meadow and graz-
ing paddock became as one big field.
With stock to pasture and grain to
grow within the great inclosure, the
farmer may sec that, although fields
might blend, the treatment bestowed
by cattle upon a growing patch of
corn, although pleasant for the klne,
was not kind to the corn. It so proved
at least, and while the cattle thrieved
the grain crop prospered not, and for
three years Fechter's cattle have been
tethered to a post. Pittsburg Chroni-
cle.

The following bit of dialogue oc-

curred between a Briton recently ar-
rived in our home of freedom and one
of those sterling citizens of the Wa-
shoe region who have such an easy
and winnning grace of manner:

"Deah me, this is disgusting," (hold-
ing up his knife and gazing fixedly at
its point), "This is eithaw the second
or the third hair I think it's the
third -- that I've found in the buttah!"

"You've not been In 'Merica long I
judge?"

"Xo, sir; I arrived here yesterday
morning."

"I thought so; otherwise you would
not have complained of hairs in the
butter."

"Xot complained of hairs in the but-
ter! You surprise me, sir. How
could I do otherwise?"

"Those hairs, sir, are natural to Wa-
shoe butter; in Washoe the whito
sage creates' hair. In a country where
all tho cows feed on the sage, do you
thir.k it likely that the butter will, be
baV headed? Wc )d yon like ta try a
! - j en dollars? You mt rather'

i ti XorP

een with a broken heart!
I turned and looked questioningly at

him, but he was gazing at the spot
whence the figure of the girl disap-
peared.

"(iod Almighty risht the dead!" he
said, reverently raising his hat; "but
him that brought such luck to Nora
O'Connell deserved His curse, (Iod
knows!"

This incident, coupled with the
strange manner of my man, interested
me, and I began to question him as to
the story of the girl whose lovely face
was still vividly before me Hut for
some reason or other he seemed to
shun the subject, and so for a time I
held my peace. Hut as soon as I found
myself comfortably seated in the cozy
parlor of the lodge, with a bright tuif
fire blazing before me and a hot punch
steaming on the table at my side, 1

summoned my henchman to my pres-
ence.

"X(tv, Shawn," 1 said, holding forth
a steaming goblet that made his eyes
sparkle like two stars, "close the door,
draw your chair up to the fire, drink
off this, and tell me the story of the
lovely colleen that we saw

"Would yer honor reall like to
hear?"

"I woukj; it will give me something
to dream about, and prevent me from
thinking4 too much of her beautiful
face."

Shawn smiled gravely.
"Yer honor thinks her pretty ? Well,

then, ye'll believe me when I tell ye
that it ye was to search the eounthry
at the present moment ye couldn't find
a colleento match Xorah O'Connell.
When she was born the neighbors
thought she must be a fairy child, she
was so pretty, and small and white; and
when she got older there wasn't a boy
in Storport but would lay down his
life for her. Hoys wid fortunes and
boys widout fortunes tried to get her
and, begging yer honor's pardon, I wint
myself in wid the rest. Hut it went
the same wid us all: Xorah just
smiled and said she didn't want to
marry. Hut one day, two years ago
now, come this serapht, that lazy
shaughraun, Mile Doughty, ((Sod rest
his soul!) came over from Hallygally,
and going straight to Xorah, widout
making up any match at all. asked her
to marry him."

"Well?"
"Well, yer honor, this time Xorah

brightened up, and though she knew
well enough that Miles was a dirty
blackguard widout a ienny in the
world though the old people said no,
and there were plenty fortunes in
Storport waitin" on her she just went
against every one of them and said she
must marry Miles. The old people
pulled against her at first, but at last
Xorah. with her smile and pretty
ways, won over Father Tom who won
over the old people, till at last they
said that if Miles would go to the black
pits of Pennsylvania and earn the
money to buy a house and bit of land,
he should marry her."

lie paused, and for a time there was
silence. Shawn looked thoughtfully
into the fire; I lay back in mv easy
chair and carelessly watched the
smoke which curled from my cigar,
and as I did so I seemed to hear again
the wild plaintive voice of the girl as I
had heard it before that night:
"I have called my love, but he still sleeps on,

And his lips are as cold as clay."
And as the words ot the song passed

through mv mind, they seemed to tell
me the sequel of the story.

"Another case of disastrous true
love," I said, turning to Shawn, and
when he looked puzzled 1 added, "ho
died and she is mourning him?"

"Yes, yer honor, he died; but if that
was all he did we could forgive him.
What broke the ioor colleen's heart
was that he should forget her when he
got to the strange land and marry
another colleen at the time he should
have married her. After that, it vas
but right that he should die."

"Dili he write and tell her he was
married?"

"Write? Devil a bit, nor to tell he
was dead neither. Here was the poor
colleen watching and waiting for him
for two whole years and wondering
what could keep him. Hut a few
months ago Owen Macgrath, a boy
who had gone away from the village
ongago on account of Xorah refusing
to marry him, came back again ami
told Xorah that Miles was dead and
asked her to marry him. lie had made
lots of money and was ready to take a
house and a'bit of land and to buy up
cattle If she would but say the word to
him."

"Well?''
"Well, yer honor, Xorah first shook

her head and said that now Miles was
dead 'twas as well for her to die too.
At this Owen spoke out out and asked
where was the use of grieving so since
for many months before his death
Miles had been a married man. Well,
when Owen said this Xorah never

There are no loves like the old loyes God
bless our loving wives!

AX IRISH IDYL.
From the London Belgravia.

We had been out all night watching
the herring-Usher- s, hut as soon as the
work was over, and the faint glimmer-
ing of dawn appeared in the east, we
turned our boat's bow towards the
shore and pulled swiftly homeward.
There lay the group of curraghs still
upon the scene of their labor, loaded
with phosphorescent fish and dripping
nets, and manned with crews of shiv-

ering, weary men. The sea, which
during the night had been throbbing
convulsively, was calm and bright as a
polished mirror, w hile the gaunt grey
cliffs were faintly shadowed forth by
the lustrous light of the moon.

Wearied with the night's labor, I lay
listlessly In the stern of the boat, lii-teni-

dreamingly to the measured
splash, splash of the oars, and drink-

ing in the beauty of the scene around
me the placid sea, the black outline
of the hills and cliffs, and silently
sleeping village of Storiort. Present-
ly, however, my ears detected another
sound, which came faintly across the
water and mingled softly with the
monotonous splashing of the oars and
the weary washing of the sea.

--Isjit a mermaid singing?" I asked,
sleeply. "The village maidens are all
dreaming of their lovers at this hour,
but the Midian Maras sing of theirs.
Oli, yes, it must be a mermaid, for
hark! the sound is issuing from the
shore yonder, and surely no human
being possessed a voice half so beauti-
ful!"

To my questions no one vouchsafed
a reply, so I lay still half sleepily and
listened to the plaintive wailing of the
voice, which every moment grew
strongef It came across the water
like the low sweet sound ot an Eoliau
harp touched by the summer breeze,
and as the boat glided swiftly on,
bringing it ever nearer, the whole
scene around seemed suddenly to
brighten as if from the touch of a mag-
ical hand. Above me sailed the moon,
scattering pale vitr-m- light around
her, and touching v, her cool, white
hand the mellow thatdied cabins, ly-

ing so secluded on t lie hill, the long
stretch of shimmering sand, and
fringe of foam upon the. shingle, the
peaks of the hills silhouetted against
the pale gray sky.

A white owl passing across the boat
and almost brushing my check with
its wing aroused me at length from
my torpor. The sound of the voice
had ceased. Above my head a flock of
seagulls screamed, and as they sailed
away I heard the whistle of the cur-

lew; little puffins were floating thick
as bees around us, while rock doves
flew swiftly from the' caverns; and be

yond again the cormorants blackened
the weed-covere- d rocks. The splash
of our oars had for a moment created
a commotion; presently all calmed
down again, and again I heard the
plaintive wailing of the mermaid's
voice. The voice, more musical than
ever, was at length so distinct as to
bring with it the words of the song:
My Owen Bawn'a hair is of a thread cold spun;
Of gold in the shadow, of light in the sun;
All curled in a coolun the bright tresses are,
They make hi bead rndient with beams like a

star!
My Owen Bawn's mantle is broad and is wide.

o wrap me np safe from the storm by hi
side;

Vnd I'd rather face snow-dri- ft and winter
wind there,

pan be among daisies and sunshine else- -

where.

y Owen Bswn Con is a bold fisherman,
spears the strong salmon in midst of the
liann,

And, rocked in the tempest on stormy Lough
NeaKh,

Draws up the trout through the bursting of
spray.

The voice suddenly ceasesed, and as
it did so, I saw that the singer was a
young girl who, with her hands clasped
behind her, and her face turned to the
moonlit sky, walked slowly along the
shore. Suddenly she paused, nnd while
the sea kissed her bare feet, ' and the
moou laid tremulous hands upon her
head, began to sing again:
I have called my love but be still r'rrps on.
And his lips are as cold as rlv
1 have kissed them o'er and r

1 have pressed his cheek w.tii my burning
brow,

And I've watched o'er him rd'. the day:
Is it then trne that no :&ore thonl t smile

On Moina?

Art thon then lost to thy Moina?
I once bad a lamb my love gave ne,
A the monntain snow 'twas white; I am so glad ; 1'ray sit down.

t
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